
Then can my care tundc tongue deiiuer him« 

King. Mine care is open, and ray heart prepard, 

T he wor ft is worldly lolle thou can ft vnfold, 

Say,ismy kingdomelott? Why twasmycarc. 

And what lolle is it to be rid of c^re ? 

Striues Bnllinghrooke to be as great as wee I 
Greater he (hall not be ; if he ferue God, ; 

Wcele ferue him too, and be his fellowfo. 

Reuok our Subieds? that we cannot mend, 

They breake their faith to God as well as vs; 

Crie woe, doftrudion, ruine,and decay, v , 

Theworft is death, anddcathwillhauehisday. > 
Scrao. Gladam Ijthat yourHighnclIcislb armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie,/ 
Likeanvnfealbnable ftormieday. 

Which make the liluer Rjucrs drown their. lliowersi 
As if the world were.all dillolud to teares,, ; 

So high aboue his limits Iwels the rage 
Of couering your fearefull land 

With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then fteclcf 
White beards haue armd their thinne and haireleiferdp) 
Againft thy Maieftie : and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftift'evnwildie armes, againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes,. 

Of doublefatall woe againft thy ftate. : i ? 

Ycadiftalfe women mannage ruftiebilles: 

Againft thy feate bpthyoungand old rebel); 

And allgocs worfe tJhen Ihaue power to tell. 

Kwg. To well, to well thou telft a tale fo ill. 

Where is the bas k of Wiltlhire I where is Bagot ? 

What is become of Bulhie? where is Greene i: 
Thatthcyhaueletthedangerousenemie 
Meafurc our confines with fuch peacefull fteps* 

If we preuaile, their heads fliall pay for it ; 

I.warrant they haue made ^is^cQwkirBtillinglirooke, 

Scro, Peacehaue they made withhim indeed inytofi . 

Km, Oh Yillaines, vipers, damnd without redemption 

pogs' 


Does cafily wonneto fawne on any mam " 

Snakes in my heart blood warmd, that fling my heart} 
Three 1 udalfes, each one thrice worfe then ludas. 

Would they make peace? terrible hell 
Make warre vpon their Ipotted foules for this. 

Scro. Swectelouc’s (Ifee) changing this property 
Turncs tothefowreft and moft deadliehate. 
Againevncurle thcirfoulcs, their peaceis made 
With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfc 
Haue felttheworftof deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulilow grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bufliie,Grccne,& theEarle of Wiltfliire dead? 

Scro, yca,allofthematBriftowlofttheirhcads.| ^ 

• zy4u. WhereistheDukemyfatherwithhispower? 

King. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graucs, of wormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper, and with rainie eyes 
Writeforrowonthe bofome oftheeartI>« 

Letschoofe Executors and talke of vvils t ' . . ■ > 

And y et not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depokd bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our liues, and all are BHllingbrook^Sy 
And nothing can we call ourowne, but death. 

And that fraallmodell of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as paft andcouerto our bones. 

For Gods fakelet vs fitvpon theground? 

Aud tell lad ftories ofthe death of Kings, 

How feme haue beene depofdc, Ibme-flaine in warre, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depbfe^ 

Some poyfoned by their wiucs, fome fleeping kild, 

, All murthered; forwithin thehollow Crowne 
That roundsthc mortall temples of a King, 

Keepesdeath his Court,and thcretheantiquefits. 

Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his porape, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, _ 

ToMonarchife,be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufuig him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

Asifthis flefli which wallcs about oiit life, 
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